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far from habitable. We hope that by dint of a good deal of urging the carpenters may get at least the upper story ready by Thursday or Friday; and in the meantime Belle declares she does not mind any inconvenience, and would rather hang herself up on a nail behind a door in Vailima than have waited any longer at Sydney.
May 27.
I WISH you could share some of the pleasant hours we spend grouped on the verandah, whither we always betake ourselves after meals; lounging on easy-chairs or squatting on mats, according to taste. The verandah is twelve feet wide, and as it goes round three sides of the house, we can always be sure of shade : I wish I could add of a breeze also, but that is not so easily to be contrived. Still, we get all the air there is. When I am cool enough I knit stockings or else I read, while some of the others work. Just now I am reading The Parent's Assistant for little Austin's benefit, and when I come to the end of a story he reads some of the Child's Garden to me in return. . . .
No, you are not to imagine that we aite ill because I do not tell you always to the contrary; it only means that we are all so well that I do not even remember the subject of health. And what a weight off my mind it is to be able to say as much, you can imagine. I really forget some-